Loues Labour slop. 

Faith infringed : which fuchzeale did i'wcare. 
How will he fcorne? how will he fpend his wit f 
How will he triumph, lcape, andlaugh at it f 
For all the wealch that cuer I did (ce, 

1 would not haue him know To much by me • 

Bero. Nowftep I forth to whipHypocrifie, 

Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace haft thou thus to reproue 
Thefe worraes for louing, that art moll in loue J 
Your eyes doc make mo couches in your cearcs. 
There is no certaine PrincelTe that appcarcs. 

You’ll not be periur’d, ’tis a hatefull thing : 

Tufli, none but Minftrelslike of Sonneting. 

But are you not alham’d ? nay, are younot 
All three of you, to be thus much ore’lhot t 
You found his Moth, the King your Morh did fee : 
But I a beame doe 6ndc in each ot three. 

0 whacaSccneof fool’ry haue Ifeene. 

Of ftghes, of grants, of forrow, and of tecne : 

Q me, with what ftrift patience haue I far. 

To fee a Kingtranformed to a Gnat i 
To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge* 

And profound AW«»?w 0 »tuning alygge ? 

And Wjftorphy atpufli-pin with the Boyes, 

And CritickeTimon laugh at idle toy lcs. 

Where liesthy griefe .?0 tell tnegood Dumaine { 
And gentle LongauiU, where lies thy paine I 
And where my lliedges .? all about the breft ; 

A Candle boa ! 

Kin. Toobitteris thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer- view ? 

Ber Notyou by me, but I betrayed to you. 

1 that am honeft, I that hold it finne 
Tobreakethevow Iamingagedin, 

I am betrayed by keeping company 
Withrnen, like men ofinconftancie. 

When fliall you fee me write a thing in rime i 


a hand 


Or gronefor Ioane? or fpend a minutes time, _ 
Inpruning mee, when (hall you hear® that I wilipraife 


Lottes Labour s /oft, 

foot, a face, an eye; agate, aftate, a bro\v| a breft, a Wide,* 

3 lirnme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a-way fo fall f 
A true man, or a theefe, that gallops fo. 

Ber i poll from Loue, good Louer let me go. 

Enter Iaqttenetta and C lowne» 

lacttie. God blcffe the King. 

Kin. What prefent halt thou there ? 
how. Seme certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes tr eafon here ? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. I fit marre nothing neither. . 

The treafon and you goein peace away together. 

Iaque.. I befeech your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Cur perfonmif-doubtsits it was treafon he faid. 

Kin. Berowne y tzz.& it ouer. He reads the Letter* 

Kin. Where hadft thou ic ? 

Iaque. Of Coflard . _ ® 

King. Where hadft thou ft i ■ 

C 6 jl . Of Dun Adramadio , DuneAdrimadio. 

Kin. How now, what isin you? why doft thou teare it? 

Ber. A toy my Liedge, a toy : your graceneedcsnot eare it. 
Lon%. It didmoue him to pafiion,and therefore let’s heare it a 
‘T> um. Ttis Berownes writing, and heere is his name. 

Ber.kh you whorefon logger head you were borne to doe me 
fliame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefte, I confelTe. 

Kin. What? 

Ber. Thatyou three fooles, lackt mee foole, to make vp the 
tneffe. 

He, he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-purfes in loue, and we deferue to die. 

O difmiffe this audience, and l (hall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is euen. 

Berow. True rue, we are fours : will tbefeTurtles be gone 
ICin. Hence fns, away. 

do. Walkafidc the true folke,and let the tray tors ftay. 

Ber. Sweet Lords, fwcet Loucrs, O let vs imhrace. 


As 


